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ASK FOR

HEW-MO-JA

The new high grade. steel cut
perfect Coffee. The only fresh
roasted Coffee in the siate.

Blended, roasted and packed by

Hewlett Bros. Co.

Sold by your grocer for
40c¢ per pound,

fraL MARK of g-g;, A(‘.JJ\R\BTL]

Think of this a minute!

it costs twenty-five cents a month

to carry one ofour $75.00 watches |

It it only wears twenty-five years,
Without abuse it will wear twice
long.

HAIH ST
S.M.T LAKE CITY. UTAM

Why Not Own

‘farm?
P . Thotsanids of goros
a ‘]'r ¥ cholee agricultural
Iand being brought under enitivntion In
Millarid atd Beavercounties by lrrigution

iy e
Fiftv Thousand Acres
In .\I'HI-.|'|'-I eounty will he disposed of un
der Carey Act rales, Drawing st Lynn,
Utah, (Lynndyl P, 9.0 Monday, April 11
See the Agent at 169 Maln Street, (Phone
Bell Exchange 168) for excursion rites
and literature,
T.C. PECK,

Gen, Pas=s. Agt.

J. Ho MAXUERPIRLD,
Aunst, Gen, Pass, Agt,

| Miss lesli

CRAGER WIRE & IRON WORKS

831 STATE STREET, SALT LAKE CITY

The above represents one of the many different
ealgna oof Lron Fenes we manufucture for resi- |
ence, cometery lots and public bulldings
Write for catalogue and prices

TESTED SEEDS

It costs hundreds of dollars every yenr to
s TEST OUR SECDS  essees
But when you buy them you can depond
they possens The Quality, Write for our
Freeo Dencriptive Catalog.
PORTER-WALTON CO., Salt Lake City

'A-TE Tultion, with set of tools, S5,

Tultlon, with partial set of tonls, $55. Adidress
w——— MOHLER BARBER COLLEQGE s
13 Commercinl Street Halt Lake City, Utah

HADGES TRADE

HUBBEH STAMP CHEUKS, Ete. Full

Hne Rubiber Type Outfits, and supplies in stock,
Mail orders recelve prompt attention,

SALT LAKE STAMP CO., Salt Lake City

MEN AND WOMEN to Learn
Barber Trade In Eight Weeks,

SEALS, STENCILS

Culture.

“Mushingham may have made his
money in & hurry, but he hasn’t neg-
lected to take on a supply of culture,
just the same.”

“l1 know it. Do you know what he
bas had done In that theater he
pought the other day? He's had the
word ‘Exeunt’ |nstead of ‘Exit
painted over every door.”

What He Wanted.

“Here's an elegant stop watch that
1 oan let you have at n bargain.”

“I've gOt & stop wateh now. What
I want Is a watch that doesn't stop.”
~—Chlecago Examiner

What the Chinese Bay About Women.

The Chinese have many trite say-
fnge about women, among which are
the following:

Never trust & valn women, for she
is first In her own eyes,

Iisten to the volee of an old
woman, for sorrow hath glven her
wiadom,

Many women, llke leaderless sheep,
eome together for talk.

Pearls oome from the mouth of her
who thinketh long before opening her

1ps.

Human Intelligence.

Beptimus—"How is your little girl,
Mrs. Bmith?"

Mrs. Bmith—"My little boy is quite
well, [ thank you."

Septimus—"Oh, It's a boy [ knew
# was one or the other''—Brooklyn

Life.

No Charity In That.
Wite—"1 say, do you know the girl
in the flat above us won a plano at
the charily bazaar lottery yesterday?"
Husband—"A plano? Great Scott!

And that's what they call a charity
bazaar!"

SERIAL
STORY
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(Copyright, v, by A O Meclurg & Vi)
SYNOPSIS.

The story opens with the shipwreck of
the steamer on which Mins Gonevieve
Laslle, an Amerlonn hel ., Lord Win-
thrope, an Englishiman, and Tom DBlake
n brusque Americnr Were  [aEsen gers.
The throe wers wd upon an unkndi-
ed Island abd wor thee only ones not
Arowned, Blake re wil from a drunk-
1 #LUpPOr Blute, shvoamnesd on the boat,
becuuse of hils roughness, Deeame @ horo
ua preserver of e helpless pair. The

Englishman wos suing for the bhand of
Hlinke started to awim biack
to the ship to recover what wuos lefl,
Blake returned safely. Winthrope wasied
his Inat matels on o elgarctte, for which
he wins sonrold by Bk Thele Nrst mend

Wi o dead fish, The trio staried a ten I
mile hike for Micher land Thirst at-
tacked them Hluke was oo Hedd 1o
carry Miss Lealle on neconnt of  wenrd
Hesn ”l tnunted Winthrope They en-
tered the jungle. That nlght was passed

roosting high In a tree The
ing they descondod to the

next morn-
open again

All thres constructed hnte to shleld them-
solvey 1\'1"" the sun. They then feasted
on coeonnuts, the only procurable food

Loalle showed n liking for Blake,
hut detested lils roughness, Led by Blike
they estabilished a home In some cliffs
Blake found n fresh wnter spring, Miss
Laslle fueed nn unpleasant situntion
They planned thelr campalyn, Blake re
covered hin survevar's magnifying glass,
thus Insuring fire. He started a jungle
fire.

CHAPTER IX.—Continued.

HBlake picked a path along the edge
of the rill, where the molst vegetation,
though scorched, had refused to burn.
After the first abrupt ledge, up which
Blake had to drag his companions, the
ascent was easy. But as they climbed
around an outjuiting corner of the
steep right wall of the cleft Blake
muttered a curse of disappointment
He could now see that the cleft did
not run to the top of the cliff, but
through it, llke a tiny box canyon.
The sides rose sheer and smooth as
walls. Midway, at the highest point of
the eleft, the baobab towered high
nbove the ridge crest, Its gigantie
trunk fAlling a third of the breadth of
the little gorge. Unfortunately It
stood close to the left wall.

“Here's luck for vyou!" growled
Blake., “Why ecouldn’t the blamed old
tree have grown on the other slde?
We might have found a way to elimb
it. Guess we'll have to smoke ont
another leopard. We're no nearer
those birds' nests than we were ves.
terday.”

“Hy Jove, look bere!" exclaimed
Winthrope, “This Is our chance for
antelope! Here by the spring are
bamboos—real  bamboos—and only
half the thicket burned."

“What of them?" demanded Blake.

“Bows—arrows—and did you not
agree that they would make knlves?”

“Umph—we'll see. What s it, Mias
Jenny T

“len't that a hole in the blg tree?”

“Looks lke It. These baobabs are
often hollow."”

“Perhaps that s where the leopard
had his den,” added Winthrope.

“Shouldn’'t wonder. We'll go and
gop,"

“But, Mr, Dlake,” protested the girl,
“may there not be other leopards?”

“Might have been; but I'll bet they
It out with the other. Look how the
tree |a scorched. Must have been
stacks of dry brush around the hole,
‘mough to smoke out a fireman, We'll
look and see If they left any soup
bones lying around. Firat, though,
here's your drink, Mlss Jenny."

Ag he spoke, Biake kicked aslde
some smouldering branches and led
the way to the crevice whence the
spring trickled from the rock Into o
shallow stone basin, When all had |
drunk their All of the clear cool water !
Blake took up his club and walked!
straight across to the baobalb, Less!|
than 30 steps brought him to the nar-|
row opening in the trunk of the huge |
tree. At first he could make out noth-
ing in the dimly lit interior; but the
fetid, catty odor was enough to con:
vinee him that he had found the
leopards’ den,

He caught the vague outlines of a
long body, crouched five or six yards
away, on the far side of the hollow.
He sprang back, his club brandished
to strike. But the expected attack did
not follow. Blake glanced about as
though consldering the advisabllity of
a retreat. Winthrope and Mise Leslie
were staring at him, white-faced, The
sight of thelr terror seemed (o spur

im to daredevil bravado: though hig
wilons may rather have been due to
the fact that e realized the futllity of
tight, and =0 rose to the requirements
of the situation—the grim need to
stand and face the danger,

“Get behind  the bamboos!"  he
called, and as they hurriedly obeyed,
e eaught up a stone and fMung it In ot
the erouching beast,

He heard the missile strike with a
goft thud that told him he had not
milgsed his mark, and he swung up his
club in both hands. Glven half a
chance he would smash the skull of
the female as he had erushed her
blinded mate. One moment after an
other passed, and he stood poised for
the shock, tense and scowling. Not
S0 much as a snarl came from within.
The truth fashed upon him

"Smotherad!™ he yolled,

The other saw him dart In through
the hole. A moment later two limp
grayish bodles were flung ont Into the
open,  Immediately after Make reap:
peared, deageing the body of the moth:
or leopard,

“I's nll right; they're dead!”
Winthrope, and he yran
look at the bod|es

eried
forward to

Miss Leslie followed, hardly less
curious.

“Are they all dead, Mr. Blake?" she
Inquired,

“Wiped out—whole family., The old

cat stayed by - her kittens, and aoll
smothered togother—Ilucky for ns! Get
busy with those bamboos, Win I'm
going to have thesge o I'I und.  the
sooner we pel the H hung up
and curing, the

"Leopard
Winthrope

“Spring leopard, young

cub n
better for us
ment o agaln!”™  rejoined

nnd tender!

Whiat more could vou ask? Guet A
move on vou"
Can [ do- anything, Mr. Blake?"

asked Miss Laslle
“Hunt a shady spot.”
“Itut 1 really
“"Well, if that's stralght,
go on along the gully, and see Ir
there's any place to get to the top
You could plek up stlcks on the way
back, if any are left. We'll have to
fumiguate this tree hole before  we
adopt it for n resldence.”
“Will it be long before you
with your—with the bodies?”
"Well, now, look here, Miss Jenny:
it's going to be a mess, and | wouldn't

mean it
yvou might

finlsh

One Momcnt After Another Passed,
and He Stood Polised for the Shock.

mind haullng the carcasges clear down
the gully, out of sight, it It was to be
the only time. DBut it's not, and you
have got to ge! used to It, sooner or

later. So we'll start now."

“1 suppose, If T must, Mr. Blake—
Really, | wish to help."

“Good, That's something like!

Think you can learn to cook?"”
“See what 1T did thls morning.”
Bluke took the cord of cocoanut fi-

ber which she held out to him, and
testod its sirength.
“Well, I'll be  Dblessed!” he  sald

“This is something like, If you don't

look out, you'll make quite a camp
mate, Miss Jenny, DBut  zow, trot
along. This Is hardly arctic weather,

and our abuattoir don't {nclude a cold
stornge plant The sooner
lnmbs are dressed, the better”

these

CHAPTER X,

Problems In Woodcraft.

WAS no pleasant sight
that rmet Miss Leslle's
gaze upon her return. The
neatest of bulchering can hardly be
termed aesthetie; and Blake and Win-
thrope Iack~d both sklll and tools, Be-
tween the ponknlfe and an lmprovised
blade of bamboo, they had flayed the
two cubs and haggled off the flesh.
The ragged strips, spitted on bamboo
rods, were already searing In the flerce
sun-rays.

Miss Lesllie would have slipped Into
the hollow of the bhaobab with her
armful of fagots and brush; but Blake

waved a bloody knife above the body
of the mother leopard, and beckoned
the girl to come nearer,

“Hold on a minute, ploase,”
What did you find out?”

Miss Leslie drew a few steps near
er, and forced herself to look at the
revolting sight.  She found 1t still
more difficult to withstand the odor of
the fresh blood. Winthrope was pnle
and nanseated. The sight of his dis
tress cansed the girl to forget her own
loathing, She drew a deep breath,
and succeedod In countering Dlake's
expectant look with a half-smile,

“How well are yvou getting along!™
she exclaimed,

“Didn’t think you could stand It
you've got grit all right,
Indy,” Blake sald
you'll make it vet!
the gully?”

“There Is no place to ellmb up. It
tung along like this, and then slopes
down. Buat there | n eliff nt the and
as high as these wallsg ™

“Twenty feet,”  muttered
Confound the luck It Isi't
jumpoff; but how In—how are we
golng to get up on the eliff? There's
o everlaating ot of  omelettes  In
those Birds' vesta If only " that bloom-

he sald

Pt
IT vou are a
admiringly. “Say,

Now, how about

that

In'—how’s that, Win, me b’y ?*—that
bloomin’, blowstad baobab was on
t'other shide, The wood's almost soft

s punk We o eould
and ¢lmb up the trunk.”

“There are other treeas beyond It
remarked Miss Leslle,

“Then mayhe we ean shin up—"

“1 fear the
the cliff are
welght,”

“And it's too infernally high to
¢llmb up to this overhanging bacbab
limb."

drive In pegs,

branches that overhang
too slender to bear any

“I gny,” ventured Winthrope, "if we
had an ax, now, we might eut up one
of the trees, and make a ladder.”

“Oh, yes; and If we had a ladder,
we might elimb up the elifr!”

"But, Mr., Blake, I8 there nol some
wiay to cut down one of the trees?

The tree ltself wonld be

fell In such a way

the eliff”
“There's  only

a ladder If it
a8 to lean against

the penknlfe an
swored Hlake, “So | guess we'll have
to serateh eggs off our menu ecard
Spring leopard for ours! Now, {f you
really want to help, you might serape
the soup bones out of your boudoir,
and fetch a lot more brush. It'll take
i blg fire to rid the hole of that cat
smell™

“Will not the tree burn?®

“No; these hollow baobabs have
green bark on the inslde as well as
out. Funny thing, that! We'd have
to keep a fire going a long time to
burn through”

“Yet it would burn in time?”

“Yes; but we're not golng to—"

“Then why not burn through the
trunk of one of those small trees, In
stead of chopping It down?”

“By—heck, Mlsgs Jenny, vou've got
an American headplece! Come on.
Sooner we get the thing started, the
better,"

Nelther Winthrope nor Miss Leslie
was reluctant to leave the vicinity of
the carcasses. They followed close
ufter Blake, around the monstrous
bole of the baobab, A little beyond It
stood a group of slender trees, whose
trunks averaged eight inches at the
base. Hlake stopped at the second
one, which grew nearest to the sea-
ward slde of the cleft.

“Here's our ladder,’
some firewood. Pound the bushes,
though, before you go poking Into
them., May be snakes hepe

"Snakes?—oh!" eried Miss Leslle,
and she stood shuddering at the dan-
ger she had already Incurrad,

The fire had burnt jtself out on a
bare ledge of rock between them and
the baobab, and the clumps of dry
brush left standing In this end of the
cleft were very suggesilve of suakes,
now that Blake had called attention
to the possibility of their presence,

He laughed at his hesltating com-
punlons. “Go on, go on! Don’t squeal
Il you're bit. Most snakes hike out,
il yon glve them half & chance. Take

ne sald, "Get

a stick evach of yvon, and pound the
bushes
Thus urged, both started to work,

But nelther ventured iuto the thicker
clumps When they returned, with
large armfuls of sticks and twigs,
they found that Blake had used his
glass to Hght a handful of dry bark,
out in the sun, and was nursing it in-
to a small fire at the base of the tree,
on the side next the clif

“Now, Mlss Jenny,” he
“you're to keep this golug-—not too big
i fire—understand?  SBame tlme you
can keep on fetching brush to fuml
gate your cat hole, It needs it, all
right.”

“WIill not that be rather too much
for Miss Leslle?" asked Winthrope,

“Well, if she’d rather come and rub
brains on the skins,—Indian tan, you
know,—or—"

“How can you meéntlon such things
before a lady?” protestad Winthrope.

“Beg your pardon, Miss Leslle' you
see, I'm not much used to ladies' com-
pany. Anyway, you've got to see and
hear about these things. And now I'll
have to get the sirings for Win's
bamboo bows. Come on, Win, We've
got that old tabby to peel, and a lot
more besldes."

Miss Leslle’'s first lmpulse was to

directed,

Hake. |

—

protest agalnst being left alone, when
at any moment some pwfal venom-
ous serpent might eome darting at her
out of the brush or Yo crevices In
the rocks, But her half.paried lps
drew firmly together, and afteér a mo-
ment's hesitancy, she forced herself
to the task which had beop assigned
her, The fire, onee started, required
lHitle attention. She could glve most
of her time to gathering brush for the
fumigation of the leopard den.

She had collected quite a heap of
fuel at the entrance of the hollow,
when sghe remembered that the place
would first have to be oleared of lis
accnmulation of bhones. A glance at
her companlong showed that  they
were In the midat of tasks even more
revolting. It was certainly disagree.
able to do such things; vet, as Mr.
Biake had sald, others had to do them,
It was now her time to learn. She
could see him smile at her hesitation.

Stung by the thought of his half-
contemptuons pity, she caught up &
forked stick, and foreed herself to en-
ter the treeccnve, The stench met her
lHge a blow, It nauseated and all but
overpowered her. She stood for sevs
erual moments In the center of the cav-
fty, slek and faint, Had it been even
the previous day, she would have run
out into the open alr,

Presently she grew a lttle more ac-
customed to the stench, and began
to rake over the soft, dry mold of
the den floor with her forked stick.
Nones!—who had ever dreamed of
stith & moss of hones?— big boneas
and Mitle bones and skulls; old bones,

dry and almost burled; moldy bonos;

bones gtlll hall-covered with bits of
flesh and grigtle—the remnants of the
leopard family's last meal,

At last all were scraped out and
flung In a heap, three or four yards
awany from the entrance, Miss Los-
e looked at the result of her labor
with a satisfied glance, followed by a
slgh of rellef. Between the heat and
her unwonted exerclse, she was great-
Iy fatlgued, She stepped around to n
shadler spot to rest,

With u start she remembered thae
fire,

When she reached it there were
only a few dylng embers left. She

gathered dead leaves and shreds of
fibrous Inner bark, and knelt beside
the dull coals to blow them Into life.
She could not bear the thought of hav-
ing to confess her carelessness to
Blake,

{(TO BE CONTINUED.)

ACTED UPON BY SUGGESTION,

That Thought May Produce Blister on
Hand, |s Medical Fact.

It I8 not generally known that
thought may produce a blister on the
hand or an ulcer on the foot, as well
ns  many other actual physical
changes In one’s organism which are
little ghort of miraculous, 1 have no
doubt that 8t. Francis of Assisl re-
celved the stigmata of the crucifixion
on his hands and feet as historically
deseribed, 1 have no doubt, becausa
its possibility has been put to the
proof within the past few years, and
by a friend of mine whom I will name,
Prof. Krafft Eblng of Vienna told a
young woman he would place a small
fly plaster upon her which would pro-
duce a blister In a few hours. He
nctually only (&t a postage stamp
upon the skin, without her knowledge,
and covered It over so securely with
bandages that she could not interfere
with it. The blister appeared as sug-
gested —Frederick Peterson, M. D, in
Colller's.

Drudgery In the Kitchen.

The path of progress |s clear, There
{8 no more reason why the woman
in modern clvilization should serub
and cook and darn and dust than there
is why these things should be done
by men, The development of Ime
proved machinery and the growth of
labor saving devices of all kinds will
finally obviate the necessity of doing
these things each day In each home
through the land. Co-woperation, which
wa ara slowly learning to greet as s
friend, will overcome the drudgery
and make the life of & woman as en+
jovable and eventful as that of the
mwan.—Nearing and Watson In “Eco-
nomies."”

Their Marks.

“The seal or signet ring,"” sald a
jeweler, “once had a very practical
use, In the Middle Ages, when no-
body but the priests could write, men
stamped documents with thelr signet
rings, as the {lllterate now make thelr
marks,

“The signet rings of noblemen bore
the owner's crest or arms., The rings
of merchants bore Intrlcate mono-
grams, trademark or the llke, There
are certain old continental firms that
preserve in cabinets the seal rings
worn by thelr founders—rings whose
seals are finscribed with the trade-
marks stil] in use,”

Not the Kind They'd Keep,

“Is your climate rather changeable?”
asked the tourlist,

“No, It Isn't,” answered the old set
tler who always contradicts, *“If it
was, don't you suppose we'd have
changed It for something else nlrl
ago'—=Stray Storles




